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A FASHIONABLE FUNCTION. 


“It was really a sweet idea of Poor Papa's to start the serics of entertainments, which take place at. our hospitable mansion during the Season, with a 
sort of May-Day Garden Party. The most tremendous excitement prevailed in the neighbourhood, and though the Prince of Wales and some other distinguished 
risitors who had promised to come, were unavoidably detained, a very fashionable crowd ultimately thronged the picturesque grounds, the ‘ Friv.’ contingent in 
particular coming out very strong indeed. A shrimp and muffin tea brought a most brilliant and enjoyable function to a close.”—Toorsis. 


ON TO 6 “ 
THE TRUST. MIGHT HAVE PUT IT MORE POLITELY. CRAZED BY LOVE—A VERY RARE INSTANCE.” 
d ——— 


Pec TWYNHAM, otherwise “Old Peg,” of Northampton, 
a half-crazed beldame, who gained a scanty, p us 
living by fortune falling; had earned the deep gratitude of 
young Andrew Sellwood, a shoemaker's son, by fishing him 
out of a river when he was in sore danger of drowning. 

did not forget this, but was a friend in need to the poor old 

woman when the time came. 

A murrain had seized upon and spread among the cattle 
in the neighbourhood, and the wretchedly ignorant 
peasantry took it into their heads that Peg had bewitched 
them. They therefore determined she should be treated in 
the good old-fashioned style : that is, her hands and feet 

« were to be tied, and ehe was to be flung into a deep pond. 

If she swam there was no doubt about her being a witch, 

and she was executed accordingly. If she sank she most 

likely was drowned. 

Andrew =srmees to hear what was doing, rushed to 
= the spot armed with a cobbler’s knife, and rescued the poor 
a creature from the fury of the mub. 

He was a strange fellow this Andrew. He was born in 
1620, six weeks after his mother's marriage with the shoe- 
maker. She had been a beautiful woman, and brought 
with her a dowry sufficient to establish the husband in 
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aorier, Engagement ring, sir? Er—what stoncs? Diamonds ; F trade. It was whispered that Andrew's father was really 
Fi Pevee oped 3 +) nares constancy ; sardonyx. trust-—— Lorna. But I'm sure you must sing or play. Steenie, the Duke of Buckingham. 
ich (excitedly), Give me sardonyx. The Cvunt. No; it's my misfortune to be merely a listener. Andrew would not work, and led a vagabond life. He 
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had a turn for mechanics and harmony, and invented a rude kind 
of barrel-organ, which he was invited to exhibit before the family 
of Sir Ralph Brisbane. His performance was rudely mocked at, 
and with tears of shame and rage he left the house, Only one, 
Lucy, the youngest daughter, had a kind word for him. He fell in 
tove with her, and she was his fate. 

He determined to make his fortune and offer her his hand. Old 
Peg gave him money enough to pay his way to London, and we 
tind him next serving as a powder monkey on board one of Sir 
William Monson's ships. He distinguished himself very much, 
and shortly afterwards we read of him being in command of a 
column of horse in Prince Rupert's cavalry. At the assault upon 
Donnington Castle he also so distinguished himself, that Charles I, 
created hima knight upon the field of battle. 

Just at the same time a female relative of his mother’s bequeathed 
him her whole property, amounting to fifty odd thousand pounds, 

The image of Lucy Brisbane was fresh as ever in his memory. 
He sought her out, calling himself plain Andrew Sellwood. He 
found her married to a oe spendthrift, whom, however, 
she loved. This was a hard blow for the constant lover, but he 
bore it bravely. He obtained the situation of steward in the house. 
hold, and over and over again when the prodigal husband was 
about to be sold up a large sum of money would arrive from some 
mysterious source to set things straight again, 

But this was not all, The husband would dabble in political plots, 
The soldiers were sent to seize him. Andrew suggested that he 
himself should hide ina place called “The Priest's Hole,” dressed 
in his master’s clothes, and that the master, as the ofticers knew 
neither by sight, should don the livery, point out the place of con- 
cealment, and pocket the reward. 

It was done, Andrew was seized and carried to Newgate, wh 
however, he was identitied, and it became known that the lady a 
her husband had escaped to France, with a large sum of money 
supplied by Andrew. He was, therefore, convicted of misprision 
of treason, and condemned to imprisonment for life. He died in 
fetters. “Ie was,” says the “ Public Ledger,” “no doubt c 
by love—an early love: a very rare instance.” 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 
ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDRY, THE BLOODLESS Boy. 
CHAPTER I. 

As the glorious Summer Sun in all its ruddy splendour was 
slowly a-sinkin in the East a lone and solitary figure might have 

n observed upon the quay, his piercing orb fixed fervently on 
far-off Matabeleland, 
ANNOTATION. 


[Since reading the above, which I strongly suspect is nailed out 
of a cheap tale book, I have ask the boy at the greengrocer’s (who 
has travell) where the sun, when a-sinking, really get up on the 

ob. He say, “If verwancherknow it’s behind Barkins’s Brewery.” 
hope Bloodstained Bill will take and chuck his pong sun 
next week and get into the thick of the fight. I must say if this 
tale is to be all about suns a-sinking in the wrong places it won't 
in ig psa 
(PRivAaTE.— marster printer sai he wil correck errere: 
¥ any thare tse. 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS, 
a ee 
Le dents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclooe 2 stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitied. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Quite a apecial matter, PHYLLIS; Sorry that we do not know, 
Ten and sizpence, A. F. DURDEN ; Try in Paternoster Row, vot 
at present, thank you, SUZAR. Thanks fur letter. R.H. L. Such 
confusion reigns, it's really Quite impossible to telt, Haren't any 
apace at present, Much obliged, though, HAROLD LEES. ALLY 
bordly knows, ROTUNDA ; Better do it by degrees, 
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“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


borwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
eacepted, post free. 
3 Months, 1s. 8a.; 6 Months, 3s. 2d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“TRE SLOPERIES.” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 
PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Jooksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
( ‘Railway Servants on duty emcepted J, who shall happee to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy bf the current issue of “ ALL.Y SLOPER'S HALF- 
Howiwayr” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sulloveing Wednesday morning. 


—— 


FOILED AGAIN. 


“No, Lain’t bothered inyself about getting a stroke of work since 
and now, just as | think I will do a turn, this ‘ere bloomy 


Xmas, 
Whitsuntide Ollerday is a-comin’ round.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 628.—The “ Academy Cycling ” Costume. 


! 
Daughter. He's going to, dad dear, but he thought it wiser to 
wait until you'd got your slippers on. 


THE ETHICS OF SLOPER ALLEY. 


Call your farver a man? Why, my farver could 
drink ‘im blind!" 


“Garn! 


THAT ROUSED HIM. 


Rebeeca (pleading for her lover), But, papa, he is such a capital 
fellow. 
Old Moshes (absorbed in the Sheeney Times, excitedly), Vot 


capital did you say, Repecca? 


| — 


Saturday, May 9, 1896, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD, 


—~—— 


Overheard in Club Smoking-room, 
Jones, Did you notice how Brown spoke to the waiter just noy> 
Smith. Yes; 1 wonder why it is these jumped-up people alw.;, 
treat their inferiors so badly? he 
Jouca, Because they're not accustomed to them, dear },,. 
They've never had them befure. | bs : 


s 
“Tuts,” said the match-making hostess to the eligible yo.;,. 
bachelor, as she turned over snother Jeaf in the photo alh), 
“this is one of our town's famous antiquities.” “Aren't ,,,, 
making a little mistake,” responded the young man, as he trivj;, 
smother a smile; “it looks more like a photo of your tlle 
daughter.” [And Mary Alice hasn't forgiven “ma” to this, 


Snipper. What a duffer that fellow Scruftins is, to be sure! 
Snapper, And yet there ix good work in the man, 
Snipper. Maybe. But if there is, it never comes out, 


“I poy'r think I've a relation ‘in the world,” sighed D'Oo;j;. 
“And yet,” said the cynic, “you might find a score or ty,,” 
“ How, pray?” asked the needy one. “ By coming into a fortur.” 


Sweety. She declares it i all real hair. 
Darlings. | wouldn't believe it if she swore to it. 
Loecikins, It may be real hair—in fact, 1 believe it is—but x. 


never grew it. *,° 


His picture “on the line” is placed, 
What causes, then, this frown? 

Alans! they've had the wretched taste 
To hang it upside down, 


First Bow. Billy has lots of money now, hasn't he? 
Second Boy. Yes; his big sister gives him sixpence every time 
she borrows his knickers to go bicycling. 


“I pon’t like the appearance of that young fellow who comes to 
see you, Ciara,” said Aunt Priscilla; “he looks like one of tho. 
dreadful racing men. I should take him fora better any wher. 
“ Yes, Aunt,” responded the sweet girl demurely, “that’s just whit 
T've done, taken him for better—and worse.” 


2 
Butcher. I hear that young Tuffins is going out next month 1 
settle in New Zealand. 
Tailor (taking a mental revicw of his ledger). 1 hope he wi! 
settle in England before he goer, | 


= 
“Str,” said the loftily, “ I write not for the Philistine her 
but to realise the lofty inspirations which fill this breast *«) 
that’s the case, is it?” responded the brutal matter-of-fact person. 
© I was afraid, from the look of your boots, you did it for a liviny 


= 
Sunday-School Teacher, And what becomes of naughty litt: 
boys who tell stories? 
Exrtra-bright Scholar. Please’'m, they grows up to be news 
paper reporters. *.* 


“Your neighbour tells me he only keeps fowls for pleasur 
“ Yes, for the pleasure of seeing them destroying my tlower bel: 


—or—— 


HE SOON FOUND OUT. 


“ Which idiot’s got my towel?” 


— 


AN AMERICAN MANAGER. 

THERE isa manager in America, well-known to all performer 
on both sides of the Atlantic, who, thoogh smart in bu-tur- 
atfairs, is somewhat remiss in matters of education. !t would 1 
be fair to mention his name, although the Yankee papers make t 
scruple of tacking his stories on to him, We, however, with tl: 
quality of mercy strong in our breasts, will call him Smith, Ue: 
there can be no complaints, for there are too many Smiths in th 
world for any one of them to get the needle. eer 

Smith was one day rehearsing a kind of miracle, or passion p"- 
It had been successfully produced at another town, and Smith! 
himself called upon to go one better in the matter of stageins wl 
mounting. He saw twelve men at the side of the stage, 
thought they were supers. 

_ “What are these chaps for?” he asked. 

“They are the Twelve Apostles.” oa 

“Twelve Apostles? Did they have Twelve Apostles in \¢* 
York?” 

“ Yes, certainly.” ; 

“Then I won't. I'll go better than them, I'll have Furty Ajprs 
and make a show of ‘em!” ee ae 

On another occasion his secretary had produced a new bill » 
placard and was exhibiting it to Smith for ratitication. “The lt" 
gentleman likes to appear clever, so ne pointed to the 
“ exemplitication.” 

“ What word's that?” 

“ Exemplification !” 

“*Tain't right.” 

“ Yes ; excuse me, sir, I think it is.” 

“Where did you get it?“ 

“ It's correct according to Webster, sir.” 

“Give Webster his wages, and tell him to gct. How dares!" 
like that set himself up for a scholar?” : 

Smith’s “ Webster” was a acene-shifter at the theatre. Hv hu" 
noother! | Ms 

His third joke was in connection with his acting manage". 


arp. . : 

Smith had just resolved on starting matinée performances.“ 
big sign was displayed outside the theatre : 

Matincée to-day. 2.30, sharp. oe 

Smith came along and saw the sign. He called his carp!" 
outside, and said, “ What's that sign say?” 

“ Matinée to-day, 2.30 sharp!” } 

“Two-thirty sharp! How dare he? Take it down at one" 
alter it to “Two-thirty—Smith 1” 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd, 


SLOPER'S PlhhS 


PRICE 9} PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY EACH Box. 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Ero. 


Carnaby House, Huddersfield, 
. April 17th, ri , 
lac pg goed Fb to send two 
more res oO, our wonderse loper’s Pills 
return of post. ima ps, le, 7d., enclosed, by 
Yours very respectfully, 
JAMES HEALEY, 


Saturday, May 9, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE WITH THE GAY PARISIENNE. 


—— 
“Vivre la Tole! “Vive l'amour, cigars et cognac!” “Vive 
Ja bugatelle 1” eee SOUR, Sone, sin the 
“Exactly. We are in the country and company o e Guy 

Eee Papisicunr ces the Duke of 
York's—with Mlle. Julie Bon- 
Bon charmingly played by 
charming Miss Ada Reeve. 

She is the most vivacious 
and James of Parisiennes 
is Ada, as pretty or prettier 
than they make them, and 
divinely dressed. She kicks 
=P as high as anything and 
higher, and kisses everybody. 
Gracious me, what a lot of 
kisses are given, taken, and 
exchanged in this lively 
piece, and what songs are 
sung and dances danced! 
Surely the fortunes of the 
“Brave old Dook o' York” 
have at last changed for the 
better, and extra men and boys 
are laid on to count the re- 
turns, 

The story is a slight one, 
as stories one goes to listen 
to after dinner ought to be. 
One Ebenezer Honeycomb 
on a visit to the Continent 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
91d. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, B.C, 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 
TO 


REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


ae at = Especially to those who wish to know of a pap 

y Julie, and her sweet- TO Mle, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- LADIES 

od pretending he is her gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
brother, forces the unhappy TO under the most trying circumstances and in LADIES 
philanderer to sign a pro- 2O the most es _ ’ LADIES 
mise of marriage. Honey. TO ORSTINATE CASES LADIES 
comb does this in the name TO NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD LADIES 
Mil. Julir Fon-Bon: MISS ADA RREVE. of an old friend, aud realis- TO RELIEF, LADIES 
ing what assets he can causes TO GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, — LADIES 

parigraphs to be inserted in the papers stating that he has TO No case hopeless, failure is simply impoosl bic, 
et in-an accident on the mountains, and disguising him- ae ray Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, LADIES 
. Highlander seeks refuge at Shotftensburg, near the TO coe tunis ; LADIES 
in frontier, Here follow him his wife, and Julie and TO y, adopting your treatment my anxiety LADIES 
lover, and » Major, who makes love to his wife before his TO Sproat hot nee thse umkc inane LADIES 
ind there is all round some right good fun, TO daily taking pills and other things in vain, LADIES 
TO hae bree amantity vos cea proved effective, LADIES 

TO to my intense joy and surprise. LAD 

TO —_Asworn warantes is enclosed with all testi- race 

TO monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (by post, 4s. 9d.) is us- LADIES 
TO ually sufficient for any case. LADIES 
TO =‘ Full particulars will be  Bladly forwarded to LADIES 
TO any lady on receipt of addressed envelope, LADIES 
TO Write privately to— LADIES 

Mrs, A. 8. ALLEN, 

TO 145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
TO LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The 


mest effectual on earth. Nothing can resist them. 
94d., 1/1}, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 809 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 
Dr. Davis's little book for MAARIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
of a stamped addressed envelope. 


THE OLD LADY PASSENGER. 


—~— 


OF all the numerous annoying types of railway travellers the Old 
Lady is, I think, the most exasperating. I feel sure that if an 
unkind Destiny had made a railway porter of me I must have 1 
ago given Mr. Billington one of his little early morning Jobs and 
the victim of my homicidal mania would have been an Old 
Passenger. Even as it is, there are times when I have to tie myself 


Mr, Elenezer Honeycomb: 
Mr. LIONEL RIGNOLD. 


M. Auguste Pompter : 
Mn, FRANK WHEELER. 


ane’s top-note ” on the brain, will fetch you in lumps. It is very 
ll written by Fred Bowyer, and the singing isa t 

‘vo as early as you can to see The Gay Parisienne if you want to 
peud an enjoyable evening. 


See 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS, 
No. 11. 


into knots in order to keep my hands off her. The physical 
restraint | put upon myself on these occasions would be weakening 
to the strongest constitution. . 

Watch her as she stands upon the platform impatiently awaiting 
the arrival of her train. For the Inst fifteen minutes she has 
badgered everybody, from the stationmaster to the bookstall boy, 
with every imaginable question on the subject of that train. How 
long will it be? Is it often late? Oughtn’t it to be in by this 
time? Are ut sure it stops at her station? Is this the right 
platform? Will she have to change anywhere? Then she goes 
through the whole list of queries again, verifies her answers from 
every hapless official she can button-hole, and even after that she 
wears a worried suspicious look as though she had a strong idea that 
ae whole staff were in some mysterious conspiracy to deceive 

er. 

A train comes into the station. She has been told a dozen times 
that hers is the “fourth on that side,” that it won't be in for 
ten minutes, and other precise items of information. What does 
she care? Gathering together her multitudinous belongings she 
plumps wildly into the midst of the surging passengers, Half-a- 
dozen porters proclaim “Croydon and Brighton only.” They 
shout it almost in her ears, but she heeds them not. She elbows 
and pushes her desperate way to an ofticial who has yelled himself 
hoarse, and asks him, breathlessly, “if it stops at Sutton?” The 
long-suffering wretch is goaded into something sarcastic, where- 
upon she threatens to “report him,” and retires to her former 
Poe to repeat the same manauvre every time a train comes 
nto the platform. . ’ 

The officials feel ns if » ponderous load had been lifted from their 
minds when they at last get her into the proper train. And then 
the passengers’ turn commences. : . 

Almost before she has taken her seat she inquires of the testy 
old gentleman in the corner if the train stops at Sutton. He 
assures her that it does, but at the next station she raises his ire 
by wildly beckoning the porter, to whom she puts the self-same 


PLANTAGENET 


SonN, 1270, 


FITZCHUTNEY SLOPER. 
, ; i STABBED IN MISTAKE, 1326. 
ter the Painting by Titian de Tripem, at the Bank of England, 
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question, Then she worries the mild youth opposi 
tion as to how many more stations betore she arrive 
he tells her six, she puts her head out at every stopand asks * Is 
this Sutton?” Before she gets there she discovers that she has 
lost her ticket, and after searching all over the carriage and 
disturbing every luckless occupant, tinds it in her glove. 

The old lady passenger is, in fact, 2 terror, Lesislation ought to 
provide for her, She should have separate accommodation anda 
travelling ofticial to answer all questions, and the company might 
provide the latter with comfortable quarters in Colney Hatch at 
the expiration of one year's service. The hard-worked guards and 
re ane me srereling mele entrap protected against her, 
] nally, | consider a baby who yells through od mi 
Souruer. in enn en y ghout a hundred mile 


for informa- 
but thoush 


A REMINISCENCE OF LAST SEASON. 


Keeper (to Sportsman, who has just peppered spaniel), Verha 
you'll be hapyps, aow you ‘are ‘it sonvet iad sna as 


ee 


THAT THEATRE HAT. 


It was on the head of a lady in the front row of the pit-stalla, 
and its perfect mountain of feathers, tlufts, and fripperies quite 
blucked the view of an elderly gentleman who, with his good lady, 
sat immediately behind it in the second row. 

“So-help-me-never, Maria,” he said, “there ought to be an Act 
o Parliament to do away with these nonsensical head-dresses ! 
Here I can't see an inch o° the stage because this lady (I s’pose she 
calls herself) chooses to come with a small ostrich farm and a 
barrow-load of greens on her head. If a man did such a thing, 
why the pittites would probably knock his head off,and serve— 

“Hush!” whispered his better half; “if you're going to make 
personal remarks about the clothing of other people, I'll get upand 
go straight out, so there!” 

“ Personal remarks! I'd remind yer, M’ria, that I put down five 
bob for these seats, and didn’t want the exclusive right of gazin 
on this millinery all the evenin’, either. For two pins I Tacuid 
speak to her about it ; I dunno that I won't offer her the tanner to 
leave it in the cloak-room.” 

“Tf you do, Henry——” 

“Well, I'm going to—so there !” 

Flading further remonstrance useless, the unhappy woman 
elevated her nose, sat back in her sent, and attempted to ignore the 
wretched man, who now leaned over and touched the lady wearing 
the offending head-gear on the shoulder. 

“ You'll excuse me, miss,” he said, in tones of courteous ferocity, 
as she turned her beautiful head, “but it’s hardly right that one 
person should interfere with the enjoyment of another. I can't 
see a bi thing for your hat; d'ye mind takin’ it off?” 

“ Anything to please you, sir,” she said, with a killing smile; 
“but what was it you said about the enjoyments of others?" 

“I said that nobody ought to interfere with anybody else's 
enjoyment.” 

“Oh! how good of you! Then, of course, you'll leave off breathing 
over my shoulder, won't you ; I’m not partial to the blended odours 
of onions and rum!" And even the programme girls chuckled ! 


— 


ADVICE TO YOUNG GAMBLERS. 
OBSERVING, when going racing with H.R.H. and a few “con- 
nials,” many lamentable follies being perpetrated by young 
ginners at “the sport of Kings,” A. SLOPER, owner, trainer, 

gentleman-rider and stakeholder, thinks it not inopportune, on the 
very eve of the Great Jewbilly Stakes at Kempton Park, to proffer 
a few straight tips for the use of sporting readers cutting their 
wisdom molars, Try these and—take no other : 

1. Never back newspaper tips. Many a Lr prophet, whose 

ublished utterances are read by the foolish with bated breath, has 

send up and borrow the head compositor’s Ruff's Guide to see 
whether Clorane is spelt with an “i” ora “y.” : 

2. Never take a tip from a tout or horsewatcher. It's almost as 
easy, 28 a rule, to lose the money at the three-card trick. 

* 3. If you believe in the integrity of theaverage racing nobleman, 
back one of his horses, and—take your medicine likea man ! 

4. When you back a horse to win always have a bit on fora 
place as well. It is then certain to finish fourth, which will 
ultimately benefit you, moraliy, for as wheat is cleaned by the 
wind so is the soul by chastenings. ; 

6. Never back the same horse in two consecutive races unless 
an interval of at least a month has elapsed between his appear- 
ances. 

6. Always have your eye open for a good outsider at 20 or 25 to 1. 
The victory of one outsider will recoup you for ten or twelve 
favourites that have got beaten ; also it will employ your thoughts 
to notice how seldom you can find ‘em! 


Ss eed 


THE BRIGHT FLAME OF PURITY. 


rmit 


1 wouldn't 
I think there is—ahem— 
something positively indecent in a naked light! 


Miss Miniver, Oh! no, L always burn lamps. 
such a thing as a candle in my home! 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, May 9, 189, 
PEOPLE WE MEET AT EVENING PARTIES. OTHERWISE— 1! 


Pix 


(1) Little Pocketcomb in his (2) The retired baker's wife— (3) 
first dress-suit. 


The military man who  ,,(4) The south who sings © Whister, Cabby, Well, all Tcan say is, as it's a werr: 
“ A crumby quartern.” reviews the visitors. el naduabiaflwen dema tang Hd you l've joined the Anti-Swearing Lo 
*,° Miss Slo, will be delighted to receive 
phetographe from these of her friends whose THE SAME, WITH A DIFFERENCE. 
portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


(1) “’Ullo! Cholly, on the mash?” “Yus; an’ you?” “Ditto, (2) But as far as we can ascertain, this is the only time that a memler 
_ Cholly, ditto. But what 'yer to do if they will run after yer?” of the fair sex did run after the gay youth. 
COULD IT HAVE BEEN THE GREEN-EYED MONSTER? GOLFOMANIA. 


No. 442.—M1ss MAXINE ELLiot. 
“ Who would not yield to all these Leanlag ee gtasedd ” 


Dook Savok, 
“ Dear love, believe me, I am wnolly yours.” 


‘Lord Bob. a MM Obie 


Me Marjorie. 1 thi ‘ll like Mr. h olf five days 
“Alas! I} ithout one gleam of hope.” Maud. 1 hate going out without some object. arjeric. | think you'll like Mr. Foursome, he plays § 
Alas! I love w 8 The Hon. Bill ¥. Grace. Isn't George going, then? 


a week, 
Dick, What on earth does he do with himeelf the sixth ? 


McSNATCHUM’S UNCALLED-FOR INTERFERENCE. 


SSO 


v, i 
ruidiit 8, 
My 


] 

af 
| 
Ny 

4 


‘Ty i ffin for ye, and buried ye must be,” roared McSnatchum, as (2) And McParritch said, “I’ve had 
(1) “I've made a bonnie little rs ied ib dene the Elise ou 9 , 


. many a job, but this Uf thi ; e i i 
he’s tried to bury the Eld He { ui beats every ng this is th th rd time 


> 
= = 


it takes a lot to gie some folks a leason.” 
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“Bully efor -Bulowayo- 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

The Corrstall: team is here, and we Thetr cricket prowess soon shall see:— support Which, from their excellence, they ought :—To Sandown Park the ‘chaser 
The Primrose League in mighty force, To Covent Garden went, of course:—Some goes, Which brings its season to a close:—The C. J. C., the other day, The 
snarpish fighting there has hess In Buluwayo, as we've seen :—No wonder Joey's cyclists’ prizes gave away.—How does that little lot please you, eh? Right 
rather mad, To find that Kruger can’t be had :—These concerts have not the well, I trust. Ta, ta!——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


AN IMITATIVE COMPLIMENT. 


.” Ate you Smith’s stall boy 2°" “Smith's tall boy? 


v. I'm the short 'un—the tall boy’s gone to dinner.” “I am practising wiles upon another new 


m 
mash, dear. He is aad but poetical, and I spend 
hours before my looking-glass rehearsing a soulful 
Pepe tract from Dolly Hoplight’s latest 
tter. 


e & 


4 
WN 


Old Gent. Why, 1 see ele lost all your teeth? 


“ Reggie, darling, your hat is all down your back.” Tramp. Yus, guv'nor ; | parted with ‘em ‘cos | ‘ad 


“know, dear ; it’s the sincerest flattery | can think of to pay you.” nothin’ for ‘em to do, 


JG « 


‘ 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


-—_-s— 


THE Royal Academy Exhibition is only so-so this yenr, in fact, 
the inclusion of A SLoPER's great pictures alone redeems it from 
mediocrity. Thetwo 
magnificent works 
of this great artist, 
however, will amply 
suftice to make 
show of '96 famous 
forall time. Nothing 
finer than his 
touching and - 
thetic canvas “The 
Last Twopenn'orth,” 
has ever adorned the 
famous walls, whilst 
the absolute genius 
displayed in the 
second picture, 
“Wher'sh th’ K 


high above the 
greatest painters the 
world has yet pro- 
duced, The _ artist 
»has_ undoubtedly 
put his whole soul 
nto his works. The 
peereiioe: opinion 
n Academy circles is 
" that it’s a pity he 

didn’t put the rest 
of his foot there, too. But this is pure jealousy. 


s 

LOVERS ot the late Gordon Fraser's work will be pleased toknow 
that a collection of some of his best drawings have been got 
together in book form. “Humorous PicTuREs,” by GEORGE 
GorDON FRASER, contains nearly one hundred sketches, printed 
on paper and bound in an illustrated cover. The price is 
half-a-crown, or post-free two shillings and nine; , from 99 Shoe 
Lane, London, E.C. Our readers will remember the recent and 
lamentable end of this mirth-provoking artist, and how his young 
wife and several tiny children were left wholly unprovided for. 
The bank has been compiled by poor Fraser's brother—in the first 
place as a tribute to his dear memory and great ability, and also in 
the sincere hope that a little something may come out of its sale 
for the benefit of the widow and orphans, 


a 
Toorstr’s pal, Mary Collette, is going strong at Daly's as a little 
Japanese tea-girl. Mary has become an ardent cyclist, and enioys 
asd ke (parectare of being one of the best mounted and smartest 
d girls in the park. *\° 


Mr. HEeNny ARTHUR JONEs is waa seationshiy the most deep 
thinking playwright we have, as he is undou ly the most 
artistically conscientious. 
He writes to please himself ae 
=e first place, ona tf the 
playgoer apprecia! nis 
efforts so much the better, 
He won't give the public 
what it wants if the giving 
would violate his own 
artistic instinct ; he prefers 
to provide it with what in 
his opinion is Fae for it. 
Fortunately, e ea 
Comedy possesses all the 
elements of artistic and 
pomier success, and in the 
hands of Mr. Willard and 
the Garrick Company it 
receives that careful, in- 
deed, masterly interpreta- 
tion which is so exsential to 
w scholarly work of its 


kind. se 
s 


THE Derelict Wreck has 
this day conferred the 
“Award of Merit” upon 
PROFESSOR GILLIN, 
because he's a siap- 
wp ventreloguist. “Good 
on yer, feyther,” chortled 
the Azure-Eyed, de- 
lightedly, “you know where to plant ‘em, you do. The Pro. 
feasor’s a right prime ventrillyquist, and as for ‘is patter, it is fairly 
Gillin.” But when the Aged realised that the Cerulean-Or' 
meant a pun on killing, he fell upon him instanter, and wreaked a 
terrible and blood-curdling vengeance. 


s 
Cissy Lortus and the Animatographe, with its coloured photo- 
graphs, are two of the biggest attractions at the Alhambra, where 
# new Sallet is on the eve of proceeeiom: when other important 
additions to the programme will be made. More of the new show 
from your own Tootsie at the earliest opportunity. 


Mr. Ernest E. PENGELtY, Promenade Pier, Plymouth, has 
just been decorated with the “ Sloper Warrant.” Ernest has been 
appointed Mrchanical Model Maker to A, SLOPER, and the ten- 
foot figure of the F,0.M. which he is now exhibiting, constructed 
by himself, fully justifies the honour and distinction showered 


upon him, 7" 


GatTTI’s Music Hall is one of the good old type, and A. SLOPER 
enjoyed himself amazingly there the other night. There was a 
rattling fine show there, of 
course—there always is—but the 
Eminent was so busy swallow. 
ing the tiddley hi's everybody 
insisted on standing him, that 
really he didn’t see very much 
of it. He eaw the programme 
though, and he heard the wild 
tumults of applause. He found 
time, however, to listen to Mr. 
Harry Cham ion’s three capital 
songs, of which his greatest, 
“I'm getting ready for my 
Mother-in-Law,” fairly fetches 
the entire house. is 
- evidently a big favieritas he is 
ulso the subject of our illustra. 
tion. *,* 


THAT clever and _ beautiful 
play, Jedbury, Junr., is nightly 
tilling Terry's with a crowded 
uudience, whose mingled tears 
and hearty laughter is the 
testimony to the striking excel- 
lence of Mrs. Ryley’s delight- 
ful work. oe 

s 


THE Smokeries Exhibition 
last week, attracted big throngs 
acinar to Mig Agricultural Hall. es 

ly big success, reflecting huge credit upon its organiser, the 
pA le proprietor of our coutemporary, Jobacco, : 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SLOPER'S DANCING ACADEMY. 


SIGNOR SLOPERINI 18 ANXIOUS IT SHOULD BE KNOWN THAT 
MAMMAS ARE ADMITTED AT PINKTITE VILLA,—IF 80 
DESIRED. SHERKY AND BISCUITS ON THE SIDEBOARD. 


No. 7.—Miss Gertie Baggs executing *'The Gay-Dog Teezer.” 
There's a sort of tantalising grace about Gertie’s movements, which 
ordinary words could never express. She's simply a Prize Poem. 


Se 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS. 
No. 3.—Goop OLp LIEUTENANT! 
culahengs Cup, ! Resnte Glues ans "<-as the Poctball ner kappuy expremed 
it—* very much down on auty waxy) is ee 
1 HAVE not failed, for seven years gone, 
To ran Sere i fib upon 
sight of great cheer, 
When football team, in final match, 
With football team competes, to snatch 
The trophy of the year. 
But never saw I “ final” yet which made my heart more gay 
Than that of Eighteen-ninety-six, on the eve of Primrose Day, 


Not here the placé to tell you why 
1 deemed that match a goodlier tie 
Than seven of eelfaame sort. 
A word of praixe I merely write 
To one who in the mimic fight 
Was magna pars. And short 
Is he of love for football's weal, who will not lift with mo 
His voice in plauaits of our bold lieutenant-referee ! 


The Wolves at times (as well they might) 
Waxed wolfish in the 'wildering fight, 
The Blades too keen me ; 
And then my heart was bliss-imbued, 
To see how Simpson still pursued 
His t untiring aim 
Of ee out, hook or crook, those leanings towards 
ie ° 


ru 
Which cast athwart our grand old sport some shades of disrepute. 


The halcyon vp we long to see 
When football fights be free, 
And soon that day shall break, 
If referees, resolved to rout 
The wild-beast mode of struggling out, 
Will but a pattern take 
From oa judge who judged the joust when Sheffield 
snatc away 
The prize of Eighteen-ninety-six, on the eve of Primrose Day! 


SIMPLY AN IDIOT. 


She, Where do southink of spending your next holiday, Mr. Lappy. 
He, 1 was only thinking of your mouth, 

She. Yarmouth !—rather common place. 

He, No; your mouth. 

She. Oh! 1 beg your pardon. 
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OUR LADY’S CORNER. 


CoNDUCTED BY LaDy Downy. 


—saee 


Too Much cr A Goop THING.—1 congratulate you. I beliere 
£3 is the usual sum. 

HopeFuL ONe.—Even though it is Leap Year he might thin it 
rude. Chews clove just before you expect him to call. 

IGNORANCE.—No, the polished surface of shop-bought meat nies jg 
not produced tg means of varnish. I am not quite sure hoy, . 
is done, but will try and find out for you by next week, Alw;;, 

to hear from you. a : 

Youne Wire.—I have heard that boiling a meerschaum Pipe in 
milk will extract all the nasty black colour and render jt ., 
white as when new, What a charming surprise it will be ;,, 
your husband, will it not? sj 

ALICE.—The best way of utilising an old boot is to cover the x), 
with quilted white satin, which should be sown on with gold 
wire, or else attached with — Se. The ‘uppers should b. 
covered with alternate layers of red and blue silk. If the bottin,. 
is a buttoned one, the buttons should be replaced with diamon; 
studs, but if it is of the lace-up description debé ribbons of tr, 
colour hue should be run through each hole and in pretty 
bows, I have usually found it advisable, by the way, to pour, 
few drops of attar of roses into the old boot before commen:y,, 
operations, but, of course, this is quite a matter of taste. W',.. 
completed it should be hung in a conspicuous position ont}. 
drawing-room wall, and will be found wonderfully useful a; , 
receptacle for old fishbones, etc. 

ADELA.—The best way to clean a clock is to wash it in strong soi, 
water with Jones’ Jimjam soap, then let it soak all night in cod 
tea, give it a good shake in the morning, and if it won't go then, 
there must be something wrong with the works, 

DoMESTICATED.—When you asked my advice about decoratin; 
your hall and staircase, you did not tell me that you had «i; 
children and no side entranee. It is ce ly very vexatiou:, 
Couldn't you get rid of a few of them? 

InDIGNANT.—I apupeanies very age A with you, and if I were iy 
your place I would not submit to it fora moment. Home fo; 
the woman and the office for the man is the acce rule, Lt 
him have his armchair and his slippers up in the City. I 
preposterous to imagine that you are going to have all th 
elegance of your dainty little sitting-room re on his 
account. Why not make him sit in the kitchen? Write agin, 
Always pleased to give advice. 

JANE—I am not surprised that the heads came off. The onir 
really reliable shop at which you buy tin-tacks is Jones, of {;, 
Paul's Churchyard—not Jones, of Kensington, remember : thi 
is another firm who don't advertise with us, Say I recommende! 
you, and I am sure you will be served with the utmost polix. 
ness, 


ART. 


Mrs. Wiacrws, who has just inherited yen from a Mu. 
chester uncle, goes with her maid to purchase a life picture fir 
her dining-room. She selects at the picture-dealer’s a paintix:; 
representing a bouquet of flowers, a pie cut into, and a peuy 
roll. She paid £10 for the lot. 

i e,” whispered the maid, “ you have made a bad bargaix, 
Ict me tell you. I saw a picture like that sold for £6. 

“ And was it as good as this one?” 

‘Of course it was ; and there was a lot more pie.” 


he 


PUTTING A POSER. 


Stout Gentleman (resuming his scat after a lecture on Farm). Si 
Semtiemee, rig can be no beauty in a cylinder, whichever ™S 
you look at it. F 

Voice from the Audience. Hi! guv'nor, how about your top bi: 


COMMENT IN THE CROWD. 


MINDFUL of the fact that “in Spring a young man’s ra 
lightly turns to thoughts of matrimony,” we thought it ware 
be a bad idea to commission a special wedding reporter ancl tu 
him on to do a graphic account of such weddings as that at oA 
George’s, Hanover Square, last Tuesday, between—but we mua 
mention names. Anyhow, we told him to get to the church ear Hh 
and mix amongst the crowd—particularly amongst the ladies 
jot down some of the things he overheard. Below we si‘¢! 


first crop: Give 
How relieved the poor Juggins waitius 


Here she is, at last ! 
the vestry must feel! s-anolits® 
Which is her father? What, over there, with the Neapo 
violets?’ Jumping Juno, I thought he was a pew-opener ! 4 
oe isn't she white, but that’s not nervousness, it’s prel™ 
c. . 

What a ghastly shape her train is! Home-made, bet yer bist 
T can just picture them all sitting up late to get it done, a” 
“slavey ” lending a hand ! ines «ist 

Homely lot of bridesmaids? Just what J was thinking: 
two or three leap-years running to get them off ! . 

Oh, that’s her mother, is it? I should think by the look Sa 
she could shift a quartern or two without making her eye> 


eh? eros 
Pipe the old dowager's gloves! The right one’s bust clean % Me 
the palm ; I know she feels as hot as a boiler for fear the ° 


goer, too! q len”! 

What do they call it: “The breath that breathed o'er Ede! rae 
If it had been her father’s breath—when he reaches hon 
Saturday—there'd be a bit of a blight set in suddenly ! net 

Oh! she snid she'd “ober,” did she? I wonder people “ 
tell such lies in a sacred edifice! 

Look out, here they come ! . 

Poor fellow—taken iu and done for—wouldn't be in hés | 
a quid or two! 

There they go! 

Not busy 2? Well, come down with me to St. Pete 
Square, there's another “awful sacrifice” there at three ! 


a of het 
, 


lace fi 


rs, Eat 
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CHAPTER V. 


way men who recognised the prescriptive right 
ip oes on cat monopoly of Miss Sprotchley's favour after 
the theatrical incident. Lhpakh ee ¢ abe whe kus see og 
. sks’ , and who ro would 
of Chucks's passion, 9 P y eck they 
known, 
That was the 
gay debonnair 
class known_ to 
the general public 
as “commer- 
cials.” These men 
BWOO! down 
on the refresh- 
ment room at 
. uncertain inter- 
vals, and the ease 
with which they 
greeted the lady 
barmaid was gall 
and  wormwood 
to the soul of 
Chucks, and 
was only equalled 
by the freedom 
and ease with 
which the 
cursed the rail- 
way station sand- 
“hteneety 
88 chley 
was invariab! 
pleasant wit 
these commer- 
- She posi- 
vely appeared 
happy in their 


presence, and 
niness added to the gloom of Chucks, but while 
these men collectively there was no individual on 


“So!” 


er hap 


ike, but he did not venture a remonstrance in the absence of what 
ight be called individualism. 

Yut it was not always to be thus. One day Chucks peered 
nxiously into the refreshment room. There was only one man at 
he bar, and only Miss Sprotchley behind that barricade. The man 
lently a “commercial” and was equally evidently bidding 
y farewell. They were quite unaware another eye was on 
for a glass case filled with a peculiarly dense brand of 
: hid the watchful Chucks. 

It was only a minute to train time. 

Cine hard the hateful commercial mortal say : “ Well, good- 
«, Mary, dear. 

“Good-bye, Peter, dear, and don’t forget to write.” 

“No fear. I'll remember, and I'll send you the gloves at the 
me time. 


In the midst of that luscious kiss Miss Sprotchley caught a 

impse of the baleful eye of Chucks fixed upon her, 

Miss Sprotehley said “Oh!” 

The commercial man said “ D—— 

Then both said “good-bye,” and a second later that commercial 
n was clambering into the already moving train, while Chucks 

jared at him from the glass door of the refreshment room and 
shed he had been beside him that he might have seized him 
the coat collar and had a chance of hauling him ignominiously 

1 over the platform and into the stationmaster’s presence on a 
arse of infringing the company's bylaws, 

Then Chucks folded his arms, and with an angry scowl on his 

c 4 turned to Miss Sprotchley and in a voice like a fog-signal 


1” 


. ” 
’ 


“V ell, sir, 80!” said Miss Sprotchley, unblushingly. 
her po: you allowed that man to kiss you!” said Chucks 
ae have a suspicion that is about what occurred” said the 


“And you kissed him at the same time,” continued Chucks. 
Yes," said the lady, with a slizht blush, “it usually is a 
iultaneous affair.” 
"Who is that man?" said Chucks fiercely. 
He is my intended husband,” said Miss Sprotchley, 
af hucks was crushed yet again 


( Zo be continued next week.) 


———+e—_—__—_ 


NAUGHTY! NAUGHTY !1 


t ‘ es fie. I sha'n't steak to you any more, Polly—you are 
—T saw you looking at me when I was in my bath. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— ee 


2 ALBERT Maxsions, HOvE, April 25th, 1 
Dear ALLY,—Many, many thanks for the rican ig ees 
Praise from the Mildewed One is praise i 1, and is to me 
averiense lateral _ — — is net) by the announce- 

ment ap ing in the columns of suc joy rgan 
the erent the “ HaLF-Howipay.” Ce - 
1 au, yours F.O.8.ically, MAXWELL Mayne, F.O.S. 


————_—— 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“GENERAL"), 
CHAPPTOR 12. 

I PORSED larst weak ovur the apecktuckle that met our gais wen 
the doar finerly gaiv wa befoar the viggerus onslort of the brorny 
merinydum of the lor. 

ae moar i repeey Ove . overs, babe feed cee 

s the pore yung thing a-lyin welterin in her crimsing goar, 
meee ts ~~ Les by el a od the Pracerger greece os 

8 she a-hangin a stifu Cy m the ‘at-peg, the krool 
victim of a bernin but carphwied gaskon? “ 

No, reeder, she ain't nither. 

Then wot is it that korses theese shreeks of dismai, theese 
ecsklamashuns of constirnashun ? 

The bed as not bin slep in. The winder is wyde opun. 

: + hes, oe of sheats and blankits fasstened tu the bed post, 
‘ange ou 

iss Maitland is noware tu be sean. She'‘as fied. She ‘as ooked 
it. She ‘as eloaped. 

In the ferat shok of the ‘arowin diskovery i maik a fulish and 
oparen admishun. 

“Mark mi mem,” i adresin of miszelf tu Miss Lora 
Jain, “mark mi werds, mem, the yung Indy as gorn orf with 
the dee poit gent wot she wos so swete on.” 

I ‘av bitun mi tung out the verry instunt arfter i ‘ad sez it, 
foar boath mi mystrisis terns sharp tu me and arsks in wun breth : 

“Wot du yu no about that yung Elizabeth?” 

Then i seas the idyus mistaik intu wich mi thortlisnis ‘ad ledd me. 

On ordinerry okashuns i wood skorn tu tel a ly, but heer the 
rama o tu sheeld the percykuted pare maid me indever tu 

issembul. 

“Nothink at orl, mem,” i ansers, indevverin tu marsk mi 
konfushun—“ Nothink at orl, mem ; leastwais, only wot i hav herd 
PSerake me fa Cael vale. Mi H 

mi yfish wos of noa ex) v countynunce 
must hav betraid me, foar, seezin me rufly bi the dime, Mise Lora 
se ee uncerry’ rages Sorwned: k 

“ ” she sez, “gerl, yu are deseevin us—yu are keapin sume 
thin bak ; tel me at wunce orl yu no of this afare.” vi 

“I doan't no nothin, i ashore yu,” i arnsers, beginin to feal 
very nervus. 

“ Orficer,” sex Miss Lora Jain, sturnly, “taik ‘er in charge for 
adin and abbetin the aduckshun of wun of mi — 

But this terrybul thret wos moar than i kood bare. Flingin 
misilf at her feat, i burst intu a flud of teers and konfessed orl: ‘ow 
ihad the noats betwean the luvin pare, ‘ow i ‘ad vissytid 
the yung gent in ‘is loggins, supresin ony the immytearal facte of 
receevin paymint foar mi cervisis. 

As sune as i had finnyshed mi relachun, Miss Lora Jain dismisia 
the pleeceman, tu mi grate re and then ternin tu remarx : 

“Yu are a bad, deceetful, wikid, dan a = th, and i 
wil not keap yu an nour longer in this ‘ouse. yoar bockcis, 
and kum tu me foar yoar and then out of the plaice yu go. 

Alars! wunce moar had krool fait bean tu much foar me, 

(Zo be continued next week.) : 


————_—— 


THE SELFISHNESS OF FUNKITTER. 

“ JANE,” said Mr. Funkitter, suddenly raising himself upon his 
by tel oom ten minutes after his spouse had put out the light— 
“ ‘ane ” 

“Yes, dear,” said Mrs. Funkitter sleepily ; “‘ what's the matter?” 

CS hgrrigg ccverprete was the response ; “but I was just won- 


dering if I the bedroom door. 
“T'm sure I can’t remember, dear, but l’ve no doubt you did, you're 
usually so very careful. ° 
“T know I am, and 


that’s why I can’t help 
thinking about it. Do 
you know I've | a 
sort of feeling that I 
quite forgot it to- 
night.” 

“Have you? Well, 
after all, it doesn't 
very much_ matter, 

_ does it? We're not 
likely to take an 
harm; but still, if it 
will be any satisfaction 
to you, why not get out 
and see?” 

Hut Mr. Funkitter 
raid no; he wasn't 
going to leave his 
warm bed for all the 
burglars in existen 
and down he settl 
comfortably upon his 
pillow again. 

“Tt's n remarkable thing, though,” he went on, pretending to 
stifle n yawn— It’s » remarkable th ing. though, what a itreadful 
lot of robberies have occurred in the neighbourhood lately.” 
“Eh—what?” cried Mrs. Funkitter with a start. 
“ Dreadful robberies,” repeated F., indifferently ; “but there, no 
one’s likely to break in here.” 

is wife seemed scarcely satisfied with the assurance; but she 

turned over on her pillow again. 


But just as she was srorving Of her husband again disturbed her. 

“Wouldn't it be funny,” he as! C e up and find a 
masked ruffian rifling our leq Lie 

“Oh! don’t, Henry,” cried Mrs. F., with a shudder, 


“Oh, nonsense! Surely, you're not frightened? I was only 
supposing, of course. Why, burglar might come in at that door 
fob us of every farthing whilst we slept, and cut our throats as well 
if he felt inclined.” 

“ Henry!” exclaimed his wife in a terrified voice as she sat up, 
“T feel sure I heard a noise downstairs.” 

“Rubbish!” said Henry, “it’s the cat, of course,” but the dark- 
ness hid his smile of satisfaction. 

“J—I wish you'd bolted the door,” quavered she. “Won't you 
get ne and look, dear?” 

“Oh! come now, really,” expostulated Funkiiter, “that’s too 
had of you to ask me to get out inthe cold. And I'm almost sure 
I iestenet it; and after all, if I didn’t, we can only be killed once, 

you know.” 
, This settled Mrs. F. With a dash she sprang from the bed, 
dashed to the door and found it—bolted ! 

And as the victimised woman groped her way back, Funkitter 
heaved a soft yet expressive sigh of relief, and pulled the clothes 
snugly over his craven shoulders again. 

His plan had succeeded. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
Way is a ruddy cheek like Nuttall’s Standard Dictionary ?— 
Because it's got no “pallor ” in it. 
DisTINGuIsH between boundless pe and boundless brag- 
gadocio.—Much bravery : bray very much 


151 
HANSOM “DOERS” AS HANSOM DOES! 


(Ala Arthur Roberts.) 
(By the proposel Bill to protect cabmen frou > Bilkers” the cabman is 


empowered to demand that anyone engaging him shall she at he 7 
becouse ap mpred seg y gaging him shall show that he (or she) has 
HAVE you read the Cabbies’ f 

new Protection Bill, / ) 


To save them from 
Bilker on the bilk? 
It is aha fixed up fit to 


i 
All the tribe of Messrs. 
Swindler (of that ilk), 
For the Bilker will 
,, Experience a thrill, 
When he yells or calls in 
accents soft as milk : 
“Hi! you Hansom. Now, then, 
fansom ! "— 
For the Jehu, intercepting his 
lib gab, 


glib gab, 
Willcry,“ Right, sir! Any- 
where, 
But first show you've got 
your fare— 
Before riding in my ‘Ansom 
Cab!” 


the 


‘Twill be painful, too, to Mashers on the mash— 
When leaving, say, some stage-door in the West— 
With some darling dashing damsel on the dash 
(So gorgeously and @-la-mode-ly drest), 
To be forced to show he has sufticient cash 
Whenever he of cabby is in quest. 
He'll say, “ Hansom! Heah ! you, Hansom ! "= 
But his Nibs's pride will feel a galling stab 
When the Cabby says, “No spoof! 
Show sou've got sufficient oof 
For charterin’ my 'Ansom Cab!" 


—<-—— 


A TRIFLE ROUGH ON HIM. 


Mr. Bland, How very ha 


Mra. X. always looks, docsn't she? 
His Wife. You forget, my i 


r—Mrs. X. is a widow. 


DEAD OFF! 

THERE is a Jew down Whitechapel way who does a smart 
business in the ready-made and second-hand clothes line. He has 
in his employ an assistant named Ikey, who has been some years a 
servant in the establishment. Ikey has several times asked for an 
increase of salary, and on several occasions it was raised a shilling 
a week. One morning Ikey appeared at his earns desk with 
the amazing request for a rise of a pound a month. 

“Vy, Ikey,” said the Jew, “I tinks 1 bays you pooty vell alrety ; 
vat for I bays you any more?” r 

“Well,” replied Ikey, confidently, “I am your principal assistant 
here ; 1 have worked you up a large trade ; 1 know every detail of 
the business, and, indeed, I think youcould not get along without me.” 

“Is dot so?” exclaimed the German. “Mein Gott! Ikey, vat 
vood I do subbose you vas to die?” 

“ Well,” hesitated Ikey, “I suppose you would have to get along 
without me, then.” 


The old man took several whiffs from a short pipe and said 
nothing. At Inst he gravely remarked : “ Vell, Ikey, 1 guess you 
petter gonsider yourself dead.” 

a 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued. ) 
No. 14.—BoDICE AND CORSETS WORN BY Mrs. CHANT, THB 
NIGHT SHE WENT TO THE EMPIRE. 


It was this chased armour that withstood the (gin) slings and 
arrows of gilded vice levelled at it. when its fair wearer, securely 
encased in it, entered as a spy into the enemy's camp, pitched in 
the saloon of the Empire. Before it the libertine’s wink shrivelled 
up into a downcast, guilty glance. Asa protector of female virtue 
these articles are invaluable. On one occasion Mrs, Sloper, wishing 
to look particularly smart, wore them. The Hon. Billy had an 
order for the said Empire. He was, with A. SLOPER's permission, 
to take Mrs. 8.; but when they had got so far as the Strand, she 
insisted upon being taken to Exeter Hall, and instead of returning 
to Mildew Court ina hansom they went home by ‘bus and tram, 
These Relics can be compared only to the armour of Joan of Are. 
But quite apart from their value in the moral line, they are really 
very beautiful works of the modiste’s art; and A. SLOPER had 
great difficulty in purchasing them from the lady who calls periodi- 
cally at the Court, and gives the highest prices for left-off wearing 
apparel, (Zo be continued.) 
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No. 428.—Mnr. Harry BLAKE, F.O.S. 


“The hero of this week's sketch is a very old pal 
of SLOPER’s, and would long ago have been included 
in our gallery of celebrities but for the modesty 
which is ever a marked characteristic of the truly 
Peay Years of patient and persevering persuasion 

ave at last prevailed, and here is the gratifying 
result. Harry is, as you will probably guess, 2 
comedian. You can see humour in his liquid orb, 
and talent in every line of his expressive counten- 
ance, As one of the Two B.'s he is known to fame, 
though tho other half of that clever combination is 
better—in fact, his better half—the sprightly and 
beauteous Miss Flora Blake. Chiefly use he’s 
a champion mirth maker, he was created F.OS., 


“Oh! where are you going to my pretty maid?” 


und the * Award of Merit’ presented to him, April “What yer fink ‘er my os “ Yer doesn't call that a dawg, does “I'm going a-pumping, sir,” she sai 
17th, 1894."—Debrett Improved, yer?” V [ 


? Yus!” “W’y, I fort it wuz a now fortygraft !” t's necdless tv say he was not on in that sc, ne, 


THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES, THE OLD STORY. 


No. 14.—THE HonouraB_e BILty, 


GIRL’S BOB’S HAD TEA WITH. 
There was a homeliness about this girl that Bob 
never looked for. She actually sat on the floor and 
extracted the winkles for him with a io. His 
lordship describes her as a most self-sacrificing girl. 


A big swell in the days of Julin- 
Cwear, waiting outside the (ri- 
terion of the period for his best 511. 


MORE SWEETSTUFF 


Casual Customer, Why is it called the “Two 
Sawyers”? 

Regular Customer. Why, ‘cos the landlord saw 
yer go in, and the missis saw yer didn't stop there 
after you'd spent your money, 


Aged 5& 
e Honourable Billy was unanimously selected Like the rest of the SLOPER family, the Hon. Billy 

by his schoolfellows as a fit subject for kicks; in- _is passionately devoted to the Drama. He and Bo! 
deed, at the age of nine he was severely injured by _are, and always have been, great friends. Theonly 
a big boy, who omitted to remove hie cricketing occasion when a coolness sprang up between them 
shoes when performing the operation, This was in = was when the former presented himeelf at the 
consequence of Billy refusing to give him first bite —“ Friv.” on a first night with an enormous bououet, 
out of a bun—a toothsome delicacy he still retains = which he subsequently threw at the feet of the 


Present Day. 


a lingering love for, At the time that he first made — charming Tootsie. Billy is ever welcume at Mildew Another of ALLY'S imyportation* 

the acquaintance of A. SLOPER that gentlemanwas Court. He rightly considers Mrs, Sloper a very —this time from Japan. oie a 

thinking of starting a pack of hounds to hunt over fine woman, and is equally happy when escorting here depicted a-smelling-«f-t i 

“Good gracious, Ethel, what a costume!” “Well, Battersea Fields and other suburban open spaces. — that Indy to fashionable places of entertainment gentle-may-blossom, belong 

you see, papa said [ was to leave off wearing Billy entered heart and soul intothe scheme, which, or to Saturday night's marketing. Messrs. Bult, SLOPER'S next - door nels" ue 

breeches when I went out on my bike, so I've taken unfortunately, did not go beyond the ordering of —_ Koiler and Co., the famous traction engine makers, Alone, in the Old ’Un’s socie'™: 
him at his word.” an expensive hunting kit, fur which he still owes. —_ are constructing a social cycle for Billy and Mrs. S. she is decidedly Japan-easy. 
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